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and courtesy.    We were given, besides 2 pigs,
2   baskets of taro,  5 live fowls, a lot of kava,
3  bunches of bananas, and 4 fine pieces of tapa \ one  of which Mataafa especially presented to me.     Altogether,  we  were   a  queer   boatload when we started homewards, and we felt very much as if we belonged to the Swiss Family Robinson.
We left about 5.30; but our difficulties were not over yet, and we did not reach the hotel till after 9 P.M. It was a very dark night, with several heavy squalls of wind and rain; sometimes the wind was so strong that we could not speak and had to gasp even for breath. When it was fair Belle and Tauilo, and a friend of hers who was returning with us, sang Samoan hymns to keep our spirits up; and their voices sounded very pretty over the accompanying splash and gurgle of the water. But we were all soaked through by the time we got to the hotel, and thankful to get some clothes that, if not quite dry, were less wet, out of our bags. At first we were told we were too late to get any supper; but at sight of our dismay they managed to produce bread and cheese, beer and brandy, and with these we had to be content. We were indeed too tired to want more, and were only too glad to hurry off to bed; it had been a long day for us all, and still longer for me, and fourteen hours of open air and adventure were as much as I could do with. Next morning the